The T ragedie of Hamlet 

Then T will come to my mother by and by. 

They foolc me to the top of my bent, I will come by &by, 
Lcauc me friends. 

I will, fay fo. By and by is eafily faid, 

Tis now the very witching time of night, 

When Churchyardsyawne, and hell it felfe brealces out 
Contagion to this world : now could 1 drmkc hotc blood, 
And doe fuch bufines as the bitter day 
Would quake to looke on : foft, now to my mother, 

0 hart loofc not thy nature, let not euer 
The foule of Nero enter this firme bofome, 

Let me be cruell, not vnnaturall, 

1 will fpeake dagger to her, but vie none, 

My tongue and foule in this be hypocrites. 

How in my words fomeuer fhc be fhent, 

To giuc them fealcs neuer my foule confent. Exit. 

■Enter King, %ofencraus,and Cjujtienflerne. 
King. I like him not, nor Bands it fafe with vs 
To let his madnes range, therefore prepare you, 

I your cororoiflion will forth-with difpatch, 

And he to England fhall along with you, 

The termes of our eflate may not endure 
Hazerd fa neer’s as doth hourely grow 
Out of his browes. 

Cjtijl. We will our felues prouide. 

Mod holy and religious fcarc it is 
To keepc thofe many many bodiesfafe 
That liue and feede vponyour Maieftie* 

Rof. The finglc and peculier life is bound 
With all the ftrength and armour of the mind 
To kcepeit felfe from noyance, but much more 
That (pirit, vpon whole weale depends and tells 
The liues of many, the celTe of Maiedie 
Dies not alone > but like a gulfc doth draw 
What’s necre if, with it, or it is a mafsie whecle 
Fixt on the fomnef of the highed mount, 

To whofc hough ipokes, tenne thoufand Icflcr things 
Ate mortcift and adioynd, which when it falls, 
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Prince of Denmrhf. 

Fach fmall annexment petty confequence 
Attends theboydrous raine, neuer alone 
pid theKing Ugh, buta generall grone 

Ki „. Arme you I pray you to this fpeedy viage. 

For we will fetters put about this feare 
Which now goes too free-footed. 

^ We will had vs. Exeunt Cent. 

Enter Polenius. 

Pel. My Lord , hee’s going to his mothers clofet, 

Behind the Arras l’leconuay my felfe 

To hearc the proccfle, Tic warrant fliee letax nim home, 
And as you fayd , and wifely was it favd, 

Tis mecte that fome more audience then a mother, 
Since nature makes them parciall, diould ore-heare 
The fpeech of vantage *, farre you well my Lcige, 

He call vpon you ere you goe to bed. 

And tell you what 1 knowe. Exit. 

King. Thankes deere my Lord. 

Omy offence is ranck, it finels to heauen. 

It hath the primall elded curfe vppont, 

A brothers murther, pray can I not. 

Though inclination be as Ibarp as will. 

My ftronger guilt defeats my drone entent. 

And like a man to double bufsines bound, 

I Hand in paufe where I fhall fird beginne. 

And both negleff , what if this curfea hand 
Were thicker then it felfe with brothers blood. 

Is there not raine enougli in rhefweete Heauens 
To walh it white as fnowe, whereto ferues mercy 
But to confront the vifage of offenc e i 
And what’s in prayer but this two fold force, 

• Tobeforedallederewecometofall, 

, Or pardon being downe,then Tic looke vp. 

My fault is pad, but oh what forme of prayer 
On feme my turne, forgiue me my foule murther. 

That cannot be fince I am dill pofleft 

Of thofe effefts for which I did the murther 5 

My Crownc, mine o wne ambition, and rov Oueene * 


